RALPH    RASHLEIGH
without the law, and his mere identity had shaken Marshall's
nerve. With an effort the settler calmed himself and, un-
resisting, allowed Foxley to drive him out into the stockyard.
No sooner was he out in the open than his wife and her
sister sprang forward and caught him in their arms, demand-
ing to know what they were doing with him. Somehow they
had run the gauntlet of the guard of the barn, who were not
so far degraded as to fire easily upon women.
'Drag those women away/ shouted Foxley, enraged at this
interruption in his plan of vengeance, for the execution of
which he was now impatient.
Mrs. Marshall and Jane struggled heroically to retain
their hold on their doomed relative, but their strength was no
match for that of the ruffians, and in a few moments they
were being dragged back to the barn.
'McCoy, you take him over there,' commanded Foxley,
indicating Rashleigh. *And you, O'Leary, is your piece
loaded with ball?'
*It is,' was the viciously laconic reply,
*Xhen, Marshall, kneel down and pray for the last time,'
he said In a cold tone.     'I'll give you ten minutes.'
Still as a rock, Foxley took out his watch and stood watch-
ing the dial by the light held by one of the bushrangers, and
as Rashleigh moved away with McCoy, he could hear the
frenzied voice of the settler, not praying to God, but begging
the bushranger for mercy. Turning to look back, he say;
that Foxley did not so much as raise his eyes from the watch-
face to look at the man he was about to murder. Sick al
heart at his own Impotence to help his friend, he reached the
fence to which he had been ordered with his guard, and was
about to climb over It, when a yell from Foxley startled him
'Down! down on your knees, you scum!' he heard hirr
shout in a frenzied tone. 'Here, O'Leary, he won't pray, sc
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